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things. Is it any wonder that when, almost exactly five years later,
I looked, first o£ the human race, upon the great chain of moun-
tains running down through Antarctica in the American Quadrant,
the memory of those fossil raindrops should have flashed up in my
thoughts? I did not have to grope for a suitable name for those,
peaks. Without hesitation I called them the Eternity Range.
II   ARCTIC DE LUXE
G
RADUALLY the desire was building in me to go exploring
once more at the ends of the earth. The virus put into my
blood by the receptions Amundsen and I had received in
Norway and the United States began to breed a ferment. As several
years went by in relative inactivity for me, I felt as if I had dropped
out of the world.  I was restless, almost desperate for something
to do.
Yet I had firmly resolved never to go again into the polar regions
except as the head of my own expedition. My expeditions with
Amundsen I regarded as training for independent work, and I had
learned much from him. The very resolution I had made to travel
henceforth alone, however, kept my ambition vague and indefinite.
I must first work out my own plan; and it must be for some worthy
scientific end, not for the mere adventure. I had not yet thought
seriously about the Antarctic, knowing little about it.
Meanwhile, polar exploration by air grew more and more active,
as every year the aeroplane improved in dependability and range. In
April, 1928, Sir Hubert Wilkins, the Australian aviator and explorer,
and his pilot, Carl Ben Eielson, flew from Alaska to Spitsbergen in
an aeroplane, landing on the ice 600 miles north-west of Point
Barrow to sound the depth of the ocean and successfully taking off
again. The Antarctic summer of 1928-29 found Wilkins flying from
a ship along the coast of Graham Land in the Pacific and American
quadrants of Antarctica.
Byrd's transatlantic flight in 1927 drew world attention to him.

